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CHAPTER L.
En Which I Whet My Father's Sword.

The summer day was all but gpent when
Richard Jennifer, riding express, brought
me Captaln Faleonnet's challenge.

*Twua a dayfall to be marked with a white
Btone, even in our Carolina ealendar. The
sun, reaching down to the mountain-girt
l borizon In the west, fillsl all the upper alr

writh the glory of Its departing, and the
higher leaf plimes of the great maples be-
Yora my cabin door wrought lustrous pat-

i %orns in gllded green upon a zenith back-
ground of turquoise shot with crimson, ke
the figurings of some rich old tapestries 1
had once ssen In my Fleld Marshal's castle
an the Murk of Moravia.

Beyond the maples a brook tinkled and
Piashoed over the stones on its way to the
mear-by Catawba; and lis peaceful brawling,
mnd the evensong of a palr of clesr-throated
snrblers poised on the topmost twige of
wone of the trees, should have beoan swreet
anusio in tha ears of a returned exlie. Hut
fon that matchless bride's-month evening of
dainty sunset arabosques and brook and
bird songs 1 was in lUttle bumor for rejolc-
ing.

The rond made for the river lower down
mnd followad ita windings up the valley: but
Jenndfer came by the Indlan tmace through
the forest. [ can see him now as he rode
bencath the maples, bending to the saddle-
hom where the branches hung lowest; a
pretty figure of & handsoms young provin-
wial, e¢lad in fashions three years behind
Yhose I had seen In London the winter laat
past. He rode pentiemanwise, in smaill
miothes of rough gray woolen and with
wtout legeings over his hose; but he wore
h s cocked kat atlit llke a troopers, and
tha sword on his thigh was a good serviea
binde and no mere hilt and scabbard for
show such ns our courtier macaronls were
Just then beginning to affeot.

Now I had known this handsome young-
wier when ha wns but a llttle lad: had

ught him how to bend the Indlan bow and
* the read-shaft arrow in thoss happler
[ Bara
o

before the tyrant Governor Tryon
irnod hangman and the battle of the Great
Alamancs had left me fatherless. More-
%over, T had drunk a cup of wine with him
®mt the Mecklenburg Arms no longer sago
Rhan yvesterweak—this to a renewal of our
marly frisndship. Henoe, I must needs be
womewhat token aback when he drew rein
=t my door-stone. doffed his hat with a
sweeplng bow worthy a courtler of the great
Louls, and said, after the best manner of
Eir Charles Grandison:

“T bhave the honor of addressing Captain
John Ireton, sometime of his Majeety's
Royal Beots Bluea and late of her Apostolic
Majesty's Twenty-ninth Regiment of Hus-
wura?’

It was but an euphulsm.of the time. this

rmal preambla, declaring that his errand

A to do with the prellminaries of a pri-

te quarrel between gentlomen. Yet I

d soarce restrain a smile. For thesw
mperoppings of courtier stiguctts bave ever
stemad to march but mincingly with the

f'b—e- stride of our western backwoods, None
Ko less, you are to suppose that I mads
Whift to match his bow in some fushion, and
Bo say: “At your service, sir”

W ha bowed again, clapped hat
%o head and tendered me a scaled packet.

“From 8ir Francls Falconnet, Knlght
Bachelor of Beaumaris, volunteer Cauptalin
In his Majesty's German Legion,” he an-
pounced, with stern dignity,

Having no second to refer him to, T broke
Bhe seal of the cartel myself. Bince my |
priemny had seen fit to come thus far on the |
™way to his end In some gentlemanly man-
mer, it was pot for me to find difficultics
among the formalltles In good truth, I
wis overjoyed to be thus assured that he
mould fight me falr; that he would not eom-
pel ma to kill him as one kills a wild beast
at bay. For certainly I should huve killed
bim in any event: so much 1 had promissd
my poor Dick Coverdals on that dismal
November morning when he had choked out |'
&is life in my arms. the victim first of this |
man’'s treachery, and, at the last, of hls

o ®word. o, ms I say, I was nothing loath, |
and yet T would not seem too eager,

z

“I might say that I have no unsettied |
quarrel with Captaln Falconnet,” I de
wurred, when I had read the challengs. |
;Hl:c spoke alighungly of a lady, and I did |

ut—" '

“Your answer, Captaln Ireton!™ quoth my |
youngstar, curtly. I am not empuwerid
to give or take In the matter of accommo- j
gatinne ™

“Not 85 fast, I you please” I rejoined.
"1 have no wish to int your princl-
pal, or his master, the devil. Let It be to-
::ormw morning at sunrise (n the cak grove

hich was once my father's wood flald, emch
man with his cwn blade. And I give you
falr warning, Master Jennifer: I shall Kkill

I :w‘tiul vermin of any other breed.*
t Jennifer flung himself from hi
saddls with a great laugh. -
“If you can,” he qualified. *“Hut enough

-
* and sup before I mount and ride agnin?

Here was my fresh-hearted Dick Jennif:
back again all § bre. = prieaed
l s - na ath; and I made
baked In the ashes wet Lefors

Also t.lu:. Was A cup of sweet
rom the berries of the

It was over the pipes that Jennifer -
dened Nm-elrkat tae gossip of the g:;clrn

“Have ¥you heard the newest? But I know
you heven't, since the post-riders came only

“So? Then Mr, Rutherford is liks to have
his work cut out for him, 1 take it.”
Jennifer eyed me curiously. “Qrif Ruth-
erford Is a stout Indian fighter; no West
Carolinian will gainsay that, But he s
never the man to match Cornwallls, We'll
Bave belp from the north.”
“Dea EKaldb™ I gsuggested.
;. Again the eurious eyeshot. *Nay, John
i Ireton, you meed not fear me, though I am
; Just now this redooat Captain's next friend.
. “You know more about the Barun de
I B nw:mmmmm.nnm‘z-

i Baron d¢ Ealb, or with any othsr of the
patriot side. are they sayingT*
1 **That you oome stralght from the Bar-

| her, Jack.

never thought to hear your father’s sOn say
the llke!"

1 shrugged.
“And why not, pray? The King's minlon,
Tryon, hanged my father and gave his

estate to his minion's minlon, Gilbert Stair,
Bo, In spite of your declaration amd your
corfiseations and your laws against allen
landholders, 1 come back to find myself
siill the son of the outlawed Roger Ireton.
and this same Gilbert Stair firmly lodged
in my futher's =eat”

Jennifer shrugged in his turn,

“Gilbert Siair—for, sfm-l Madge's sake
I'm loath to say it—Uillbert Stalr blows
hot or eold ms the wind sets falr
or stormy. And 1 will say thls for
him; no other Tryon legatee of th m all has
steered so fine a course through tess last
five upsetting years. How he trims so skil-
fully no man knows. A short minth since,
he had General Ruth rd and Colonel
Sumter as guests at Appleby Hundred; now
it {¢ 8ir Francls Faleonnet und the Britlsh
light-horse officers who are honored. But
let him rest; the cause of independence 1a
blgger than any man, of any man's privats
quarrel, friend John; and 1 bad hoped—'

1 Iald a hand on his knee “Spare your-
self, Dick. My business in Queensborough
was to learn how best I might reach Mr.
Rutherford’s rendesvous.™

For a moment he sat, plpe in alr, staring
at me as if to make sure that he had heard
aright. Then he clipt my hand and wriung
it, babbling out some boylsh bruva that 1
made haste to put an end to,

“Saftly, my lad.” I =aid, *'tls no great
thing the Congress will gain by my ad-
hesion. But you, Rlchard; how comes 1t
that 1 ind you taking your ease at Jennifer
House and hobnobhing with his Majesty's
officurs when the cause you love s still In
such desperute stralts?"

He blushed like a girl at that, and for a
Hittie space only puffed the harder at his
pipe. .

“f 414 go oiit with the Minute Men in 'T6,
if you must know. and smelt powder at
Moore's Creek. When my time was done
1 would have “lsted sugaln; but just at that
my father died and the Jennifer acred wers
like to go to the dogs, licking oversight.
Bo I came home and—and—"

He stopped in some embarrussment, and 1
thought to help him on,

“Nay, out with 1t, Dick. If T am not thy
father, I am near old enough to stand in
his stead. *Twas more than husbandry that
rusted the sword in fts scabbard, 1'll be
bound.**

“You mre right, Jack; ‘twas both more
and less,” be confessed, ehamelacedly.
“‘Twas thils same Margery Stair, As I
have sald, her father blows hot or cold as
the wind sets, but not she. She is the
fiercest litle Tory in the two Carclinas, bar
none. When 1 had got Jennifer in order
and began to talk of ‘'Usting aguin, she
flew into & pretty rage and stamped her
foot snd all but swore that IMck Jennifer
in buff and blue should never ook upon ber
face aguln with ber good will”

1 had a glimpse of Jennifer the lover as
he spoke, and the sight went somewhat vn
the way towsrd casting out the devil of
sullen rage that had possess¢d me since
first 1 had set returning foot in this oy
pative bhomeland. “Twas a lite lacking
naught of hardness, but much of human
meliowing, that iay behind the home-cim-
ing: and my one swect friend in ail that
barren life was dead. What wonder, then,
if 1 set this frank-faced Richard in the
other Richurd's stead, wishing him all the
huppiness that poor Lhick Coverdale had
missed? 1 nesded little; would necd =till
less, 1 thought, before the war should ends
end through this love-match my lost estats
would come at length o Richurd Jennifer.
It was & mellorating thought, and while it
bheld I could be less revengeful

“Dust love her, DickT™" 1 asked.

»Aye, and have ever mnce she was In
inafores und I a hobblodehoy in Master

‘ytheby's school”

“Bo long? 1 thought Mr. Stalr was a later
comer In Mecklenburgz.™

“Ha came eight years ugo, 9 one of
Tryon's underilngs. 3Jadge was even then
motheriess; the same lttle williul prat-u-
puce ghe his ever boetn 1 would you kuew
Twould make this shiftiness of
mine seem less the tung it ="

*50 you bave stayed al home a-courting
while others fought to give you lelsure,”
sald I, thinking to rally bim. But he twk
it harder than I meant.

“'Tis Just that, Juck; and I am falr
mshamed. ‘While the fighting kept to the
North it &ld not grind so Keen; bul now,
with the redcouts at cur ducts, and the
Torles sacking and burning in every settly
ment, "Us encvugh W flay BEn hones: man
allve, God-w-mercy, Jack! 1I'Il go, I've got
to go, or die of shame!™

He sat sllent after that, and as there
secmed nothing that a curt old campulsie=r
could say at such a pm‘. 1 bure bim cum-

your bullyragging Captaln of light horse as | PAIY

By and by he harked back to the mutter
of bls errand, making some apology for his
coming to me us the Baronet's s=cond.

* *Twas none of my Iree offering, you may
be sure,” he added “Hut it so happened
that Captain Falconnet once did me a like
turn. 1 had chanced to run efoul of that
Captaln of Hesslan plgs, Lauswoulter, at
cards, and Falconnet stood my friend—
though now 1 bethink me, he did =eem over-
anxious that oue or the other of us should
be killed.””

“As how?" 1 Inqulred.

*“When Lauswoulter slipped and I might
bave spitted him, and dida't, Falconnet was
for having us maks the duel & ocutrance,
But that's beside the mark. Having served
me then, he makes the polnt that I shall
serve him now.™

**Tis a common courtesy, and you could
not well refuse. 1 jove you none the less
for paying your debis; even to such a vil-
lain && this volunteer Caplain.*

*True, "tis & debt, as you =ay; but I ilke
little enough the mouner of Its paying. How
came you to quarrel with him, Jack?"*

Now even #0 biuot & seldler as 1 have
ever been may bave some prickings of dell-
cucy where the truth might breed gossip—
gomsip about a tals which I had said should
die with Richard Coverdale and be buried
in his grave. 8o 1 evaded the question,
clumsily enough, a8 has ever been my hap
in fencing with words.

“The cause was not wanting. If any ask,
you may my he trod uvpon my foot in pams-
ing."

Jennifer laughed.

“And for thut you struck him? Heavens,
man! you hoid your life carelessly. Do you
happen to know that this volunteer Captain
of Ught horse 1s accounted the best blade in
the troop?”

“Who should know that better thap—=

I was fairly on the brink of betraylog the
true cause of quarrel, but drew rein in time.
*I care not if he were tha best in the arthy.
1 have crossed stee! bafore—and with a ghod
swordsman now and then."

“Anan?' sald Jennifer, as ons who makes
no doubt. And then: “But this toe-pinch-
ing story ls but & dry crust to offer & friend.
You spoke of a lady; who wes she? Or
was that only another way of telling me
to mind my own affairs?”

“Oh, ns to that, the lady was real enough,
and Falconnet did grossly asperse her. But
I know not who she s, nor aught about her,
mave that she is sweet and fair and good to
look upon.™

“Young?"

“aAye'

“And you say you do not know her? Let
me see her through your eyes and mayhap
I can name her for you."

“That I cannot Mr. Peale's best skill
would e none too great for the painting
any ploture that should do her justice.
she Is small, with the &irs and graces
the quality; also, she has witch-
hair that has the glint of
it. Also, she aits n

bred to the saddie™

with an onth and flung his plpe Into the fire.

“Curse him!" he cried. “And he dared
lay a foul tongue to her, you say? Tell me
what he sald! I have a good right 1o
know!"

1 shook my head. *““Nayv, Richard: T may
not repeat It to you, since you are the man's
second. Truly, there is more than this at
the back of our quarrel; but of iteelf 1t wns
enough, and more than enough, Inasmuch
ux the lady had just done him the honor to
recognize him.”

“‘His words—hls very words, Jack If you
love me!" °

*No; the quarrel is mine*

“L- God! it Is not yours!" ha stormed,
raging back and forth befora the fire.
“What is Margery Btalr to you, Jark Ire-
ton?"

I smliled, beginning now to see some pecp-
hale In this millstone of mystery.

“Moprgery Etalr? Bhe Is no movre than a
name to me, 1 do assure you: the daughter
of the man who sits In my father's seat at
Appleby Hundred."

“But you are golng to flght for her!" he
rotarted.

“Am I?
know It
Eir Francis
te kil bim,
other pipe.
mine.**

“Mayhap; but it 1s mine, ton” he broke
in, angrily. “At all eventa, I'll see th's
King's volunteer well hanged befors I sec-
ond him in such a cause,”

“That as you choose, But you are bound
in honor, are you not?"

As you have guessed, T was Coverdale's
next friend and second In this afulr, and
but for the upsetting news of the Tryun
tyranny In Carollna—news which reached
me on the very day of the meeting—I should
there and then have called the slayer to his
account,

How my father, who, Presbyterlan and
Ireton though he wus, had always been of
the King's side, cams to espouse the causs
of ths “Regulators,” as they calied them-
#clves, I know not. In my youthful memo-
ries of him he flgures as the feudal lord of

I pledge you my word T d!d not
But in any case I should fight
Fulconnet; nye, and do my best
teo.  Bit you down and 11l an-

Whatever the quarrel, it !s

mmmuﬁmw-. But this,
remem’ t while
- ber; his rule at Ap-

them,
What that opposition came to In 'Tl is now
a tale twice told. Taken in arme against
the Governor's authority, and with an +s-

tates were declared forfelt; and a few days
lnter he, with Benjamin Merrill and four
more captivated ag the Alamance, was giv-
en some farce of a trial and hanged.

When the ntws of this came to me you
may well suppose that I had no heart to
continue In the service of the King who
could sanction and reward such villainles as
thesa of the bufcher Willlam Tryon. So I
threw up my Lieutenant's commission in
the Blues, took ship for the Continent, and,
after some balf dogen different unl-

you of a younger generation, born in
the day of swift mail coaches and well-kep+
post roads, the slowneas with which our
newrs iraveled in the elder time

Caro-

lina was still another year,
What I found upon landing at New Berna
and saw while

laster
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mina full charged, with slow-match well
nlighit for its firing.

Charleston had fallen, and Colonel Tarie-
ton's cutposts were nlrendy widespread on
the upper waters of the Hroad and the
Catawba. Thus it was that the first sight
which greeted my eyes when T rode into
Quesnsborough was the famillar trappings
of my old service, and I wan made to know
that in spite of Mr, Jefferson’s boldly writ-
ten Decluration of Independence, and that
earller casting of the King's yoke by the
putriotlc Mecklenburgers themselves, my
boyhood home was for the moment by
sword-right a part of his Majesty's
Province of North Carolina.

You are not to suppose that these things
moved me greatly. As yot I woas chiefly
concerned with my own affalr and anxious
to learn at first hands the cost to me of
my father’s connection with the Regulators

Touching this, 1 was not long kept In ig-
norance. Of ail the vast demesne of Apple-
by Hundred there was no roof to shelter
tha gon of the outlawed Eoger Ireton save
that of this poor hunting lodge In the
mighty forest of the Catawba, overlooked,
with the few runaway blaocks inhabiting it,
in the intaking of an estate so large that I
think not even my futher knew all the
metes and bounds of i

I shall not soon forget the Interview with
the lnwyer, In which I was told the inhos-
pltuble truth. Nor shall I forget his trucu-
lent leer when he hinted that I had best
be gone out of theso parts, sines it was not
yet too late to bring down the sentence of
cutlhwry from the father to the son.

It was well for him that I knew not at
the time that he wns Gllbert Stalr's factor.
For 1 wans mad enough to hnve throttled
him where he sat nt his writing table,
matching his long fingers snd smirking at
me with his evil mmile. But of this man
more in his time and place. His name was
;;\n\'i‘l"l Penkarvin, 1 would have you remem-

Lo ol | 8

For a weck and a day J lingered on at
Queensborough, for what 1 knew not, save
that all the weorld seemed suddenly to have
grown stale apd profitless and my life a
thing of small account. One day T would

be minded to go back to my oid Fleld Mar-

shal and the keeping of the Turkish bor-
der; the next I would ride over some part of
my stolen heritage and swear a great oath
I sbould come to my own agaln.
ess altarnating days the storm
of black rage fillsd my borizons and I be-

On one of these gallops farthest afleld 1
chaneed upon the bridle path that led to our
old hunting lodge In the forest depths.
Tracing the path to its end among the ma-
ples I found the cabin, ro lightly touched by
time that the mere slght of It carried me
swiftly back to thoss happy duys when my
father and T hed stalked the white-talled
deor in the hill glades beyond, with this log-
bulit cabin for a res* camp. 1 spurred up
under the low-hanging trees. The door
stood wide, and a thin wreath of blus smoks
curled upward from the mouth of the
wattled chimney.

Then and there T had my first walcome
home. 0©Old black Darius—old when I had
last seen him at Appleby Hundred, and a
very grandsire of anclents now—was one
of the Tunawmys who made the for-

*“No." He filled a fresh plpe, lighted it
with a coal from the hearth and puffed
away in sllence for a time. When he spoke
again it was not as Falconnet’s next friend,

“What you have told me puts a new face
on the mntter, Jack. Sir Francls may find
him another second where he can. If he
has sught to say, I shall tell him plain he
lied to me about the quarrel, as he gid. Now
who is there to see fair play on your side,
John Ireton?"

At the question an overwhelming sense
of my own sorry case grappled me. Fif-

teen years before, 1 had left Appleby Hun-
dred and my native province as well be-
friended as the son of Roger Ireton was
sure to be. Apd now—

-'g)lik. my lad, I am like to fight alone,™
He swors again at that; and here, lest I

ns 1 belleve. bBacked by rurely rancor or
constclous Irreverence.

“That vou ahall not, Jack.” he as=erted,
stoutly. I must ba a-gallop now to tell thia
King's Captain to look elsewhers for his
next friend: but to-morrow morning I'l
meet you In the road between this and the
Stalr outlands, and we'll fare on together.'

After this he would brook no more delay,
and when Tomas had fetched his horse I
eaw him mount and rlde away under the
low-hanging maples—watched him falrly
out of alght In the green and gold twilight
of the great forest before turning back to
my lonely hearth and lts somber remindera.

I mtirred the dving embers, throwlng on &
pine knot for better light., Then 1 took
down my father's sword from its deer-horu
brackets over the chimney-plece nnd set
myself to fine its edge and point with a bit
of Scotch whinstone, It was a goud blafe,
& irue old Andrea Ferara got in battle In
the Seventeenth Century by one of the
Nottingham Iretona.

1 whetted it well and carefully. It was not
that I feared my enemy s strength of wrist
or tricks of fence, but fighting hod been my
trade, and he Is but a puor ernftsman who
Inoks not well to see that his tools are io
order agalnst their times of using.

CHAPTER II.
Which Kalis U'p Some Brokem Endas.

It was in the autumn of the year "84, as I
was coming of age, that my father made
reandy to gend me to England. Himself a
consclence exlle from Eplscopal Virginia
and a descendant of those Nottingham Ire.
tons whose best-known son fought stoutly
agalnst church end King under Ollver
Cromwell, ha wos yvet willing to humor my
bent and to use ths Interest of my mother's
famlly to enter me I the King's service.

Accordingly, I took ship at Norfolk for
“home,”” ms we called it In thoss days;
and, after 4 stormy passage and overmuch
walting as my cousing’ guest in Lineoin-
ehire, hnd my palr of color: In the Scols
Blues, lately home from garrison duty in
the Canadas,

Of the life In barracks of a young enslgn
with lttle wit and less wisdom, and with
more gulneas in hle purss than was good
for him, the less sald the batter, But of

this you may llke to Enow that, what with
e good father's examples and some small
heritage of Puritan decency coma down to
me from the sound-hearted old Roundhead
stock, I won out of that devil's sponging-
bouse, an army in the time of peacs, with
somewhat less to my wsoore than others
had to theirs.

It waa In this barrack life that I came to
know Richard Coverdale and his evil gen-
lus, the man Francls Falconnet Coverdals
Was an ensign in my own regiment, and
wWe were sworn friends from the first. His
was a clean soul and a brave: and it was
to him that T owed escape from many of
the growser chargings on that scors above
Damed.

As for Falconnet, ha way even then a
ruffler and a bully, though he was not of
the army. He was a younger son, and at
that time there wera two ifvos between him
and the baronetey; but with a mother's
bequeathings o purchase [dleness ard to
glld his Iniquities, he was a falr example
of the jeunesse dores of that Engiand; a
libertine- & gamester, a rakehell; brave as
the tiger is brave, and to the full as piti-
less. He wns & boon companion &f the of-
ficers’ mess; and for a time—and
posed as Coverdale’s friend, and mine.

Sines I would not tell my poor Dlck's
story to Rlchard Jennifer, I may not set
it down in cold words here for you. It was
the age-old tragic comedy of a false friend's
treachery and a woman's weaknessa; a duel,
and the wrong man slaln, And you may
know this; that Falconnet's most marciful
role in It was the part he played on chill
Nevember morning when he put Richard
Coverdals to the wall and ran him through.

est lodge a refuge. He had been my father's

body-servant, and, notwithstending all the

years that lay between, ha kniew me at once.

Thereupon, as you would guess, I came
{mmediately into some small portion of my
kingdom. Though Darius was the pa
the other blacks were also fugitives from

Appleby Hundred: and for the son of Rogar

there was instant vassalage and loyal

g
i

a package
of Indilan-
It contained my father's
sword, and, more précious than this, a mes
gige from the dead, My father's farawell
wis written upon a leaf torn from hils jour-

ace, Darina brought me
gwuthed In many wrappings
tanned deerskin.

nal, end was but a hasty scrawl. I here

tran=cribe It

My Son—T know not if this will ever coms Inla
vour hands, but It and my aword shall be Jeft
In trust with the faithful Darfue 'We have made
our 1li-timed cast for Hberty and it has failed,
und to-morrow I nnd five others are to die at
the rpe's end 1 bequeath you my sword—'tls
all the tyrant hath lef: me to devise—and my
hlessing to go with 1t when you, or another Ire-
tan, shall ofiee more bare the trus old blads in
the macred cause of liberty. Thy father,

ROGER IRETON.

You may be sure [ eonned these few brave
words till 1 had them well by heart: and
iater. when my volce was surer and my
eaves lesy dim, T aummoned Darius and bade
him tell me all he knew. And It was thus
I lsarned what T have here set down of my
father's end.

The next dny, all Indeclsion gone, I roda
to Queensborough  to  ascertaln, If so I
might, how best to throw the welght of
the good old Andrea into the patriot scale,
meaning to push on thence to Charlotte
when 1 had got the bearings of the nearest
patriot force,

"T'was none so easy to learn what I needed
to know; though, now I sought for Infor-
mation, a curfnus thing or two developed.
One was that this light-horse outpost in our
hamlet was far In advance of the army of
Invasion—so far that [t was dangersomely
leolated. and beyond support. Another was
the air of secrecy maintajned, and the hold-
Ing of tho troop in instant readiness for
fight or flight.

Why this lttle handful of Britlsh regu-
lars ehould stick and bang so far from
Lord Cornwalils's main, which was then
well down upon the Waterse, I could not
guess, But for the secreey and vigilance
there wars pood rensons and sufficient. The
patrio: militia had been called out, and was
embodying under General Rutherford but a
few miles distant near Charlotts,

1 had this Information in guarded whis-
pers from mine host of the tavern, and
was but A moment free of the tap-
room, when [ first saw Margery
Stalr and so drank of the cup of trembling
madness in Its lees. She was riding, vn-
masked, down the high road, not on a
plillon as most women rode in that day,
but upon lLer own mount with a black
groom two lengths In the rear. I can plo-
ture her for you no better than 1 could for
Richard Jennifer; but this I know, that
even this first sight of her moved me
strangely, though the witching beauty of
her face and the proudness of it were more
u challenge than a beckonlng.

A blade’s length at my right where I was
standing in front of the tavern, three red-
coat officers lounged at ease; and to one of
them my lady tossed a nod of recognition,
helf lasughing, half deflant. I turned quick-
Iy to look at the favored one. He stood
with hls back to me; a man of about my
own Ligness, heavy-bullt and well-muscled.
He wore o bob wig, as did many of the
troop officers, but his uniform was tallor
fine and the hand with which he was re-
settling his hat was bejeweled—overmuch
bejeweled, to my taste,

Something hulf familiar in the figurs of
him mude me look again. In the act he
turned, and then T saw his face—saw and
recognized it, though nine years lay be-
tween this and my last seelng of it acroas
the body of Richurd Coverdale.

“30!'" thought 1. "My time has oome at
Inst.” And while 1 was yet turmning over
in my mind how best to balt bim, the lady
passed out of earshot. und 1 heard him say
to the two, hig comraies, that foul thing
which I woulld uot repeat to Jennifer; &
vile boast with which I may not soll my
page here for you

“0Ol, come, Frank! that's too bad!™
cried the younger of the twain; and then I
took two sirides to front him fairly.

T8l Francis Falconnet, you are & foul-
lipped blackguard!” 1 sald; and, lest that
should pot Le enough, 1 smots him in the
face, =0 that he fell lke an ox in the
shambies,

CHAPTER 1IL

In Which My Enemy Beores First.

True to his promise, Richarnd Jenaifer met
me In the coul gray birthiight of the new
gay il a turn lo the river road not above &
mile or two Lrom the rendezvous, and thence
we Jopged on together.

Afler the greeungs, which, as you may
ks w know, were graleiul envugh on my
part, 1 would faln inguire how the buronet
had token his second's delectiun; but of this
Jeunller would =4y Uite. e bad broken
With Ois pilucijid, whelier 1 anger of not
1 cvuli vlly guess; Gl uou uf Faconnet's
brottier vlictis, LORL yuuuger of ihe twaln
wab bad cried shame e tie Barobet's vile
bodst, was (0 serve 1o Ois slewd

It wus such a duysawu as A have some-
tilmes sfen In l0e Ueipaluans; cool and
Clear, DUL Wil Luel dwedl dew) wWelhess
I wue wwer Wir wolkino wasues dhe over-
LIEAL COUWELS Aruni Liv Liail, ata i voth
el Wid dilos W wvee wau urcaiudes it
U ok el Lue Tusd was oYwiDdug wy toe
Lurdecing torest, aud woere the ovranches
drooped wwesLt we brusoed LLe Iregrance
from the wie-grapes bluom in passing. Ua
the right wwe mver, late ln mood, wddied
#ortly; wod sounds other than Lue MUWARUL-
lng oL e waters, toe matih sungs of e
buds, wiud e aust-muwlied hovi-sesls of
GUr Lursed Liere wele Done. rebve, daep
aud ablding, wss toe key-note ¢f nalure's
mornlug DYmo; and lo Wi tols sylvan by-
Way luele wis Deugol remundiul of the
fHurce uleruecine wariure afame i all the
cuunirysde., bome rouga Ilurgung of Lois
wougut | bummered out Ior JeoDuer s
weo sude along, and bls laugo was ool de-
vold of Witterness.

“id Mouner MNwiure ruffles her feathers
Uite enougn for any (eapot tempest of
oure,” he sald. “Butl speaing of the cruel-
tics, we provinclal saviages, as my Jlord
Cornwallle calls us, have no monopoiy, The
pust-riders from the South bring blood-
curdilug stories of Colonel Tarleton's do-
Ings. 'Tis said he overtook some of Mr.
Linceln's re-enforcements came (oo late.
They guve battle but fuintheartedly, being
all unready for an enemy, and presently
threw down their arms and begged for
quarter—begged and were cut down as they
stood.”

“Faugh!" ssid 1. “That is but hangman's
work. And yet In London I heard that this
same Colonel Tarlston was with Lord Howe
in Philadelphia and was made much of by
the ladies.”

Jennifer's laugh was neither mirthful nor
wleasant.

*'Tis a weakness of the sex,” he scoffed.
"The women have a fondness for a man
with a dnsh of the brute In him.*

I laughed also, but without bitterness.

“You say it fesiingly. Do you speak by
the book?”

“Aye, that I do. Now here i= my Iady
Madge preaching peace and ﬁd manner of

ugh ded him at &
pinch, is but & pattern of his brutal
Colonel.” :

1 put two and two togsther.

~Ho Falconnet is on terms at Appleby
Hundred, is he?"

“Oh, surely. Gilbert Stalr keeps open
house for any and all of the winnigg hand,
as I told you."

though

Ths t of this wunspolled
mmmmubﬂmmw
thrice-accursed despoller of women made

my biood boll afrash; and in the heat of i&
I jet my secret slip, or rather some small
part of It

“8ir Francis had ever a sure hand with
the women,"” I sald; and then I could have
bitten my masterless tongue.

“8oT queried Jenrifer. ““Then this is not
Your first krowing of him?”

*“No.” Bo much I sald and no more.

We rode on In sllence for a lttle space,
and then my youthling must needs break
out agaln In fresh beseechings.

“Tell me what you know of him, and
what it was he eald of Madee” ho en-
treated. *You can't deny me now, Jack."”

“T can and shall It matters not to you
or to any what he is or has been.”

"W'h)’?"

“Becaune, as (God gives mo strength and
akill, I shall presently run him through, and
#o his necount will be squared once for all
.with all men—and all women, as well®

*“God speed you."” quoth my Inyval allv. “T
knew not your qunrre]l with him was &0
bitter.”

“It = to the death’

“S8o0 1t seems. In that case, If by any
accldent he—""

1 divined what he would say and broks in
upon him. .

“Nay, Dick: if he thrusts me out, you
must not take up my quarrel I know not
where you learned (o twirl the steal, or
how, tut you may be sure he would spit
you like a truseed fowl In the first bout. 1
have seen him kil} & man who was reckoned
the best short sword in my old regiment of
the Blues."

“Content yourself,” snid my wvoung Hot-
spur, grandly. “If you spare him he shall
answer to me for that thing he sa!'d of
Madge Stair: this though I know not what
it was he gald"

I smiled at hls fuming ardor, and glan-
cing at the palr of plstols hanging from his
saddle-bow, askted If he could shoot

“Indifferent weil."

“Then make him challenge you and
choone your own weapans. "Tisx
your only hope, and poor enough

at that, I fear. 1 have heard he can clip &
gulnea at ten pacens

From that we fell sllent again, being but
a little way from the rendesvous, and so
continued until, at & sudden turn in the
road, we came in sight of a rude barricads
of felled trees barring the way. Jennifer
saw it frst and pulled up short, loosing his
pistols (n their cases as he drew rein 3

“Ware the woodl" he sald sharply, and
none too soon, for even as he spoks the
glade at our l=ft filled as by magic with a
motley troop deploying into the road as to
suwrround us.

“Now, who are theseT' I asked; “friends
or foea™"

“Foes who will hang you In your own
balter strap; Jan Howart's Torles—the same
that burned the Westootts in their cabin a
fortnight since. Will your horse take that
barricade, think you?

“Aye—standing, If need be" -

“Then at them, In God’'s name. Charge!™

It nesded but the word and we wers In
the thick of it I remembered my old fleid
marshal’s maxim, Von Felnden umringht,
Ist dle Zelt zu zerschmettern; and truly, be-
ing so nlmﬂnuly‘mmm&. we did

Jack! L owo. you one to keep and
ons to pay back.” quoth my youngster,
auam.lrd » "I mever saw & swordsman till

“Mere tricks, Dick, my lad; T have had
fifteen years In which to lern them. And
thess were but country yokels armed with
farming tools. The two with swords had
little wit to use them."

“Oh, come!" =ald hse. *“T know &
pretty bit of gwordplay when I ses
it If we come whole out of
this adventure with the baronet you shall
teach me some of thess ‘mers tricks of
yours.”

1 promised, glancing back toward the
dust-velled barrier in the distance,

“IMck, you passed this way an hour ngoj
was that breastwork In the road then?™

“Not a stick of It."

“Then we may.dare say our voluntess
Captain fights unwillingly.”

""How 807" he demanded, belng much too
hlwchtturn:ﬂ himself to suspeot dupliclty

*'Tis plain enough. This was a trap meant
to stop or delay us, and I'll wager high it
was the baronet who set and baited it It
would please him well to be able to say
what our fallure to come would give him
warrant for. Let us gallop a bit, lest we ba
late and so play Into his hand. ™ /

Jennifer amiled grimly and gave his horsa
the reln. “I think you'd charge the fall of
man {0 him if that would give you better
leave to kill him, I'd hate to own you fop
my enemy, John Ireton.” ‘b

For l.llmuswu‘tmedln;wa“nml
little late at the rendezvous under the tall
oakn When we came on the ground the
baronet was walking up and down arm in
arm with his second, a broagd-shouldered
young Briton, falr of skin and ruddy of

i

If Falconnet had set the Tory trap
us he velled his disappolntment at its
ure. His face, dark and inscrutable as
e Diastars Ruitelng ob) Me peome o
ers t up his broken
but I was right glad to make sure Meba:
blow had spared his eyes. Richly as
served his fate, 1 thought it would be
think on afterward that I had had
& disadvantage of my own
There was little time wasted in the pres
liminaries. When Falconnet saw us he
dropped his second's arm and began to
maks ready. I gave my sword to Jennifer
and the seconds went apart together. There
was some measuring and balancing of
weapons, and then Richard came back,
“The Baronét's sword Is a good inch
Jonger than yours in the blade, and Is some-
what heavier. Tybee has brought a pair of
French short swords, which hs offers. Will
you change your terms?"’ -
“No; [”m content to fight with my own

weapon.'
Jennifer nodded. “So I told him*™ And

then: “There was no surgeon to be had In

town, Doctor Carew having gone with the

Minute Men to join Mr. Rutherford.

says ‘tis scarce in accordance

“To the devil with their halrsplittings!™
mald 1. “Let us have done with them am
be at ft~

(TO BE CONTINUED) _
Copyright, 199, by Bowen-Merrill On .

T her 1




